The White Cow 



BY ELMORE ELLIOTT PEAKE 



HUGO I \ ALLSCH JVI E IDEE/ S far- 
reaching: acres shimmered under 
a mild -May sun; red kino dotted 
the lush slopes ; pigeons wheeled about the 
groat white bam; chickens crooned con- 
tentedly in the dooryard. But Hugo 
Ballsehmeider himself lay on his hack in 
a dusky upper chamber, dying from the 
kick of a horse. At his side sat his life- 
long friend Johnny Wagner— a little, 
blue-eyed, soft-spoken, weather-beaten 
"Dutchman in tup-boots, 

'•' Johnny," spoke Hugo, after a silence 
of fifteen minutes, " I want to gif you my 
white cow Gretchen.^ 

Old Johnny was as stolid as any 
firmer in Cherry Valley — which is say- 
ing much— but the words made him 
start- For, it must be told, he had 
many, many times tried to buy tMs 
cow, offering as much as seventy dol- 
lars for her, when a good Jersey was 
worth only forty. But Hugo had al- 
ways laughed in his big, hearty way, 
and drawn a merry whiff from his 
meerschaum, and said li Tut tut!" Clear- 
ly his mind must now be wandering. Yet 
his next words were rational, enough. 

" Lena Iss gone. My poys and kirls 
are oudt Vest. They will not here come 
back to lire. My farm, my pea ut if til 
farm, the work of my life, will be soldt," 
For the first time tears filled his eyes. 
4< 15 ut I do not want that Gretehen be 
soldt. Take Her, Johnny, and cart; for 
her goot. Gif her a hot mash every 
morning and night in the winter-time, 
and clean straw for a bedt, TJzzerwieo 
she will not to sleep lay down." Ho 
paused for breath, "And, Johnny — 
lake her home wiss yon to-day. T'en, 
if to-night my time comes, I will go 
in peace." 

Johnny, with a baiter in his hand, 
wont down to the pasture after his #ift. 
Most cows resent a stranger, but 
Gretehen 's docility was a matter of 
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common knowledge; anybody could ap- 
proach her, lead her, or milk her. 

This, however, was only the least of 
the trait? that had made her famous in 
the valley. In the first place, she had 
mysteriously appeared one morning in 
lingo BaliHcbm eider's herd, in spite of 
Ins well -kept fences, and jio trace of 
her owner had ever been found. Noth- 
ing, therefore, was known of her an- 
cestry, and her breed was annually a 
matter of dispute among the cattle 
judges at tho Hanover County fair. 
She resembled a Holstein in size and 
build, but her long, silky coat was a 
flawless white, and her skin was as pink 
as a baby's cheeks. Still, she was no al- 
binOf for she possessed a large, lustrous 
brown eye that at times seemed half 
human. Finally, as if to complete the 
puzzle, her milk, in spite of the ex- 
tra ordinary yield of twenty-five quarts 
a day, had a peculiarly rich, delicate 
flavor. Its flavor was such, in fact, that 
no other cow of his was ever represented 
on lingo Ba 11 sc h mei dor's table; and if 
a neighbor was sick, no delicacy was 
more acceptable to him, no matter how 
numerous his own cows, than a quart 
or two of Oretcben's ambrosia. 

Ah old Johnny buckled the halter 
around the gentle animal's throat, he 
ehancod to notice a little wizened., 
dwarfish kind of a man, in Dutch cap 
a»d Smock, perched on. the rail fence, 
some rods away. Except for the fellow*s 
huddled-vtp posture — chin on knees and 
long arms wound about a pair of 
skinny shanks, so that he somewhat 
resembled a gigantic turkey-buzzard — 
Johnny would not have vouchsafed the 
stranger a second glance, for curiosity 
was not one of Johnny's traits* But as 
it. was, he took not only a second glance, 
but was impelled, at the top of the hill, 
to turn for a third one. The little 
man had vanished by this time — though 
just where to was not obvious; for 
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neither the pasture nor the adjoining 
field of wheat would conceal him unless 
he were crouching on the ground. 

Some outrages had recently been com- 
mitted in the valley; and Johnny, with 
h nrned haystacks 1 and hamstrung cattle 
in his mind, pondered the queer actions 
of the trespasser as his span of per- 
fectly matched black mules w allied 
homeward slowly, in order that Grefc- 
ehon might not lie hurried. But eventu- 
ally his thoughts turned to the enter- 
prise which he had cherished in secret 
since the day ho first tried to buy the 
cow now tethered to his axlctree, 

This was nothing less than to mo- 
nopolize, among the cottagers 01.1 Lake 
Lowry, the supply oi* milk for those 
babes who failed to get it from a nat- 
ural source. There was an amazing 
number of such babes, too — amazing at 
least to a man whose wife had suckled 
ten children at her own bosom. But the 
most interesting and original feature of 
this monopolistic enterprise was that he 
intended to effect it by raising, not 
lowering, prices. 

In short, he intended to ask fifteen 
cents a quart for Gretohen's milk. This 
might seem audacious* considering that 
milk ordinarily sold in the valley for 
five cents a tjuart; while even the lake- 
shore resident!:, who were rich and very 
particular about their milk, especially 
when it was intended for their babies, 
paid only ten cent*. But aside from 
the superiority of Gretchen's milk, there 
was a wholesonioucss, purity of per- 
son, a bovine aristocracy about the cow 
herself which these city people had only 
to see— so Johnny was assured — iu order 
to make them clamor for her product at 
the figure named. 

" Muzzer, what you sink I brought 
home from Uugo^s ?' he ashed at the 
supper table, with boyish enthusiasm, 

Teckla adjusted the lace cap -which 
framed her white hair and thin, sweet 
face, and poured his coffee before an- 
swering, 

*' I know well what only on Hugo's 
farm could make you so much happy, 
*Tis his cow Gxetdien. But you should 
be 'shamed to bargain wiss a man 
so sick." 

' ; J didt not bargain. I just gif him 
what he ask," answered Johnny, slyly. 



" How much he ask?" 

"Nussing — not a cent!" he cried, 
triumphantly, bringing down on the ta- 
ble n list that was small but knotted and 
corded by unremitting 1 toil and burnt a 
mummy-brown by threescore summer 
suns. ''He gifed her to tae t and to- 
morrow morning I go to sec the lake 
people, to sell her milk," 7 

Teckla grew thoughtful. 
It iss not like Hugo to gif anysing 
away. I haf heard he knows more about 
Gi'ctchen as lie will tell. Isa it not 
strange, too, as he should always milk 
her himself, when she iss of nobody 
ut'raidt and he lias the rheumatism in 
his hands 1 , and no uz2er work does?" 

" Muzzer/ 1 returned her husband, with 
a twinkle, "you haf to the womens at 
the sewing-circle been listening." 

In the same instant, tliough, there 
flashed before him, to his annoyance, an 
image of the little Dutchman on the 
fence in Hugo's pasture; and it occurred 
to him for the first time that there might 
possibly lie some relation between this 
grotesque personage and the well-known 
fact that Hugo BaUsobmeidcr, of late 
ycare, could never keep a hired man long. 

Nevertheless, no silly superstitious 
fenra dampened Johnny's ardor in the 
morning. Bright and early Gretchcn, 
without being milked, was tied in the 
doorynrd; then Wagner, with two extra 
seats in his springs wagon, rattled off 
st a lively speed for the lake, a mile 
away, Teckla smiled doubtfully. Yet 
in thirty minutes her husband was back 
again with a load of mem women, and 
children. Whether they came as a lark, 
or only to please an honest old man 
whose butter, esrgs, and dressed chickens 
were above reproach, or with a real in- 
terest iu his cow, made no difference. 
Each was given a foaming draught from 
that living fountain of life who calmly 
chewed her oud through all the mirth 
and bustle. Then back they were 
whisked and another load gathered up* 

The omens were good. Women who 
never before had ventured within fifty 
feet of a cow patted Gretohen*s plump 
sides 1 nr tucked wisps of gfrass between 
her pink h'ps. The men squinted know- 
ingly at her through their cigar smoke, 
and commented with feigned wisdom on 
her -■points." The children, greedily dis- 
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posed not only of their own portions of 
milk, but also of any remnants that their 
elders chanced to leave. 

** It las only * op the babies," repeated 
Johnny, again and again, when some one 
demurred at the price or attempted to 
engage a family supply. " Fifteen cents 
ft quart, and only one rmart to a famhly, 
unless there is* more as one baby." 

By noon, when the exhibition closed, 
lie had booked orders for fifteen quarts. 
The next day three more orders came in 
unsolicited, and the day after that one 
more. Then for a week tlie demand 
remained stationary, and the remaining 
sis quarts of Gretchen'g daily output 
vent on to her master's table or into 

the churn. 

This remnant was worth ninety cents, 
potentially. hnt Wagner tranquilly 
smoked his pipe and waited. It was 
not in vain. On Tuesday, the tenth 
day after Gretchon's arrival — or about 
the period which Johnny had allowed for 
the rare milk to begin to make a showing 
among the silken' hai red , rose-lipped, che- 
rubic papulation over at the lake—anoth- 
er order came in. The next day eame two 
more; the day following", three more. 
Not only this, bat before night Johnny 
had turned away two would-be customers, 
Oretchen's yield now being all engaged. 

One of these rejected customers was 
an overdressed prirl of twelve or four- 
teen, in a dog-cart. Less than thirty 
minutes afler her departure a prosperous- 
hi-klng gentleman, wU> prove.; \<> br I in. 1 
girl's father, dashed up to the farm- 
house behind a sleek span. 

" Look hen*, old man," he began, " Fvo 
got to have some of that special milk 
of yours,. I have a little boy, eight, 
month? old, that is all the world to me. 
He's sick, and for three days, up till 
last night, when a neighbor let us have 
half a pint of your milk, he had scarcely 
been able to take any nourishment, !P)1 
pay you twenty cents a quart — forty cents 
— any price to get it/' 

Johnny puffed deliberately for a 
season. 

" I am much sorry for your liddle boy. 
I myself haf had sick liddle boya. Two 
of Vra died. But all my milk iss prom- 
ised — promised to babies, too." 

The other interrupted with an impa- 
tient movement, '"Great. Seott, man! 



You're in the milk business for money, 
ain't you ? Most of those babies you 
are supplying" are as sound as a dollar. 
Mine isn't. Ordinary cow's milk don't 
agree with him. Why can't you send 
these well babies some of your other 
milk — some of your good Jeisey milk — 
and let me have a quart nf Gretchen's 
a day?" 

"Because I am not a cheat or a liar" 
answered Wagner, with unruffled brow. 
His words should have given the city 
man new light on a class of people whom 
he was in the habit of stigmatizing as 
" black-armed Dutch." " But I sink you 
will no trouble have to buy Gretchen's 
milk of your neighlwrs — not if you offer 
them foi'ty cents a quart, but if you 
tell *cm your baby iss sick." 

Twenty-five quarts of milk at fifteen 
cents a quart! Three dollars and 
eewonty-five cents a day! And all from 
one cow! 

" If li Kzer, lo ok I. he re 1 " ex claimed 
Johnny, handing her a little memoran- 
dum book — every other page of which 
was devoted to the miracles of healing 
performed by Doctor Sharkey's Black- 
tarry Bounce. "You still sink Grctchen 
such a bad cow ?" 

He went to the bam, whistling softly 
between his teeth — a sure sign that he 
was happy. But as he milked Grctchen 
a thing occurred which suddenly shut 
off lus whistle and caused him nearly 
to upset tlie pail between his knees. 
Chancing to look down the lane, whom 
should he see but the little Dutchman 
of Hugo Ballsehmoiders pasture, sitting 
on the fence! He was sunk in the same 
f-T.mqilrii lirivp before; he did t.ot 

more, or look toward the stable, or give 
any sign of life. But the smoke of his 
meerschaum drifted and spiralled about 
him so heavily as to suggest that pos- 
sibly it had transported hi in hither, like 
a parachute. 

*' I go down the lane and find hiss 
name and pizuess oudt V* exclaimed John- 
ny, hotly, to himself, as he carried his 
pail and milking-stool into the barn. 
But when he emerged, ten seconds later, 
Dutehy was gone — gone as completely 
as on the first occasion. Tie was net 
in the' lane or in the adjoining fields. 
Johnny paused in sore puzzlement — 
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and then swung suddenly about. Grct* 
(then had trotted forward a few steps; 
then pausing, with flaming eyes and 
high-lifted bead find tail. she emitted 
an, uneasy "Moo!** and struck the ground 
with her hoof. 

That is^ the first time I Laf seen 
that cow the fool mil'* muttered Wagner. 

The looks and actions of the strange 
little man— assuming that lie was a man 
— were not of a character to recommend 
him to an lion est farmer. Therefore 
that night Wagner not only locked up 
tighter than usual, but before he went 
to bed he twice slipped noiselessly out 
into the darkness, with his shotgun in 
his Land, Nothing suspicions, however, 
was to be seen or heard. 

Some time in the night Johnny, usual- 
ly the soundest of sleepers, found 1 rim- 
sol £ wide awake. A moment later the 
clock struck two. Naturally his thoughts 
reverted to the unusual happenings of 
the evening before, and he mentally 
catalogued the portable articles about 
the place which he might expect to find 
missing in the morning. But. finally, 
irked by his wakefulness, he murmured. 
* f I sooner lose a hoe or somesing as to 
stay awake all night,'' and made a de- 
termined effort to compose himself to 
sleep again. 

He was just dropping off when the 
suggestion came to Mm, as by inspira- 
tion, that it was not garden tools, clothes- 
lines, or any such paltry stuff that the 
trespasser was after. He wanted Gr et- 
ch* tt! That was what had brought him 
to Ballsehmeider's ; that was what 
brought Mm here. What could be 
plainer? And how could he, level-headed 
Johnny Wagner, have entertained for an 
instant the silly fear that the little- 
Dutchman might not bo genuine flesh 
and blood '? 

* f Tamn me for a ehackass, already !'* 
he exclaimed, as he slipped into his 
roomy* home-made pantaloons, 

He tiptoed dawn-stair* in his sock?, 
so as not to waken Tcckla, put on Iris 
shoes in the kitchen, seized his gun, 
and slipped out into the dark tunnel of 
the grape arboi\ Until she should for- 
get her old home* Grctehen was being 
ron fined at night in what was called the 

house lot ?> — an acre or les* of land, 
enclosed by a bull-tight fence. Into this 



lot her master, alter milking', had turned 
her with his own liauds and triple- 
knotted the rope which secured the grate. 

But as sure as he had eyes and the 
light of the moon was not bewitched, 
the cow wa^ not there now, A white 
rabbit could not have conceit led itself 
in that small enclosure* He stood stock- 
still for three minutes, winking, blink- 
ing, and breathing quite hard. He 
scrutinized the substantial five * foot 
fence from corner to comer. Every 
panel was intact. Likewise the rope on 
the gate-puat. Then he let out a tre- 
mendous oath — for hi m. 

"By gosh P 

Climbing the pasture fence, in perfect 
mnoeeuee of the fact that, both ham- 
mors of his gun were at eoek. he started 
swiftly for the hollow in which his cows 
preferably' spent the night. The herd 
Jay on the ground, dozing 1 , or content- 
edly eh owing their cuds. One glance as- 
sured him that Greteheu was not there, 
Neither was she down at the. spring, 
nor in the wheat or corn fields as far 
as he could see — and under the full moon 
her great white hulk would have loomed 
1)1 a inly at a quarter of a mile* 

Recalling the cow's inexplicable ap- 
pearance on Hugo Ballschmeider's farm. 
Johnny reasoned, heary-heartedly, that 
she might just as inexplicably disappear 
from hi* own farm- and thai, too, with- 
out the aid of a cattle-thief. He made 
a forlorn picture, standing tliere motion- 
less, bent and thoughtful, on a little knoll, 
enveloped by a bluish haze, while all his 
fellow beings roundabout wbtb asleep* 

Hut the weird, ringing cries of the 
whippoorwiUs down in his thick wood 
reminded him that that place still re- 
mained to be searched. Shouldering 
bis gun anew, he ploughed vigorously 
through the dewy blue-grass, silencing 
in advance of hi? steps the chink-chink 
of the ('rickets. Reaching the timber, 
whose gloom was merely pierced here 
and there with a shaft of gray light, 
he headed toward a grassy glade which 
lay in the heart, of the tract. The black 
bolls of the trees rose thickly about him, 
like columns in some enchanted, under- 
ground palace. The faint scent of May- 
apples and pennyroyal stole into his nos- 
trils, JTow and then a rustle in the 
dead leave* of the previous summer 
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hinted of some shy wood-tenant's night. 
Once the man's heart leaped — when a 
grouse thundered up from beneath his 
feet, like a living bomb, and discharged 
a swirling wake of air into his tace. 

The incident unstrung his nerves. At 
last, at the edge of the glade, he was 
halted by another sound — -a sound which 
made him mop his brow with a tremulous 
hand and draw his breath with a con- 
seious effort. It was the eerie laughter 
of a child 3 The soft, suppressed, gleeful 
hilarity of children in mischievous play! 
The cooing, babbling, inarticulate mirth 
of babes! 

Now such sounds are innocent enough 
in their place; but issuing from the 
heart of a forest,, in tho dead of night, 
they were only less startling than the 
scream of a panther. For an instant 
the old man's heart failed him. But it 
was a stout heart, after ail ; and having 
braced his nerves somewhat by a mo- 
ment's reflection, he cautiously pushed 
through the underbrush which had hith- 
erto obscured his view of -the glade. 

It was a strange sight that met his 
eyes. Scarcely fifty feet away stood 
Gretchen, as motionless as a statue, yet 
fairly aquiver with life, it seemed, 
AWtt her neck was a wreath of butter- 
cups. From each hovn a chain of clover- 
hoada ran back to tlio Lands of a little 
girl who straddled the cows broad back, 
and pulled on the dainty reins, and 
laughed aloud. Behind this little girl 
was a second, a third, a fourth little 
girl, each clasping the one in front of 
her about the waist. lusty little hoys 
climbed the cow's legs for sport, or hung 
head downward from her horns, or used 
her long tail for a swing. Underneath 
the cow was another merry, shrieking, 
breathless group — two and three and fonv 
year olds — jostling one another for a 
place about the udder. 

Farther back, safely out of the scrim- 
mage, stood the tiny babes — little bald- 
heads, some of them — watching the scene 
with eager eyes, crowing with joy, and 
ecstatically lifting their chubby amis, or 
grasping the tall culms of timothy to 
steady themselves, Some, too little yet 
to stand, sat and (fah-dahed to them- 
selves, or sucked their petal-like fin- 
gers, or reached for clover heads. But 
no matter how little or how helpless 



how near or how far, each in turn 
get lii» draught. Marvellous to say, not 
one drop went to waste. Wherever it fell, 
some little, waiting, gaping rosebud of a 
mouth was sure to be beneath it. 

Johnny Wagners eyes grew to the 
size of saucers; yet scarcely Jess amaz- 
ing to him than all this was an object 
which perched upon a near-by stump. 
This was nobody but the little Dutch- 
man in cap and smock, the suspected 
thief. And, strange to say, he was no 
longer of a grim or sinister mien, with 
sunken chin and downcast glance. On 
the other hand, his mouth was spread 
in a broad grin; now and then he shook 
with silent laughter, and all the time a 
wonderful love shone from his little, deep- 
set, widely separated eyes. 

Johnny pinched himself again end 
again to make sure he was awake. Then 
he did the bravest thing yet. Steadily 
watching the scene, that no trick might 
be played on his eyes, he slowly and noise- 
lessly advanced, For the first ten feet 
his presence was unnoticed. But after 
that— just exactly as the crickets in the 
field had laid down their little fiddles 
at his approach, just exactly as the whip 
poorwills in the wood had become mute 
— the childish revelry began to subside. 
One by otic the babies vanished — not in 
any visible direction, but as a broken 
bubble vanishes, I); itchy on the stump 
was snuffed out like a flame. 

Grctchen remained, but not her gar- 
bind of buttercups or the floral reins on 
her horns. At first Wagner detected a 
look which in the eye of any other 
cow woidd have learned him to stand 
back. "But when he spoke, Gretchen 
rubbed her nose against his arm and 
followed him home as quietly as if it 
were rail king-time. 

Small wonder that; Johnny slept no 
more that night. Small wonder that, the 
next day, when he found only Gretchen's 
and his own footprints in the glade, with 
no trace at all of that tumbling hi' 
fantile throng, he should have fallen into 
prof o ti nd tin > tight. 

He kept his secret to himself, but the 
next night found him on guard at 
Gretchen's enclosure. About nine o'clock 
she lay down to sleep, as a good cow 
should. He relaxed not his vigilance. 
But there is reason in all things, and 
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ah out one o'clock, by the multi-jewelled 
chronometer of the firmament, ho al- 
lowed himself — his lids being very heavy 
and Gretehen still on the ground — just 
forty winks. When he opened his eyes, 
the cow was gone. He rose from the 
milking-stool and went, not to the woods, 
hut to bed and to sl«;p. The next morn- 
ing:, when he thrust his head out of 
his bedroom window, lo! Gretehen was 
hack in hen- pen! — just as he had ex- 
pected her to be* 

A a the summer swung toward its 
apogee, as the ears of grain in tho fields 
waxed plumper and peach and apple 
heavier, so waxed the fame of Gretehen; 
so waxed the heap of gold and silver 
from her milk; so waxed the babies 
around the lake. Those that were thin 
had grown fat; those that were ailing 
had grown -well. It was not strange that 
the grateful parents, tiring perhaps of 
other amusements and yearning for 
somctliing bizarre, should have arranged 
n fete for (4 rote hen. They spirited her 
over to tho lake one afternoon, raised 
an umbrageous canopy over her head, 
hung her with golden-rod and asters, 
and surrounded her with the babies which 
in a certain sense were her own flesh 
and blood. 

All had been done without Johnny's 
knowledge, and it was only when every- 
thing was eomplete that the scene was 
suddenly disclosed to the unsuspecting 
old man. To everybody's amazement his 
face grew bloodless, and then he swooned 
away. Indeed, as Teekla explained, he 
had not been well of late. While other 
things were waxing, he had been wan- 
ing. Some shadow, which tis yet evaded 
Teekhrs vigilance, had fallen, over him. 
HI* honest blue eyes had lost their 
twinkle, and his pipe its savor. 

However, the first week in October, 
when the last of those migrant bird* 
around the lake were flitting toward 
their winter homes, a change came. An 
aulornobiie tha 1 : would haw cut a rv- 
spectal.de figure nt. Iho head of a string 
of box-cars lumbered up to the farm 
gate and deposited a gentleman — a gen- 
tleman with a fishy gray eye and a cock- 
tail complexion— a gentlemen whose time 
was computed by the newspapers as 
worth so many dollars a minute — a gen- 



tleman, in short, accustomed to having 
hia own way in this world. 

' ; Wagner." he began, without pre- 
liminaries, " I have come to buy your 
cow Gretehen.*' 

She is? not for sale," answered John- 
ny, mildly, 

"Bosh! Anything ii this world is 
for s=ale at the right price, and Tin hen? 
to offer it. I'll give you five hundred." 

Something like the old twinkle lit 
Johnny's eye for a moment. " You will 
exeoos me if I smile. In four men's 
that cow lias brought me more as sree 
hunnerd and sixty dollars. Figure for 
yourself how much that iss h'fe per 
cent, on." 

That's u pretty stiff -.buy" observed 
the promoter, insolently. 

** Tea, quite stiff/' returned Johnny. 
" Especially on top of a offer of fife 
hunnerd dollars from a man like you." 

The other flushed a deeper red than 
even his wine-cellar had painted him. 
" Tit make it a thousand, then — though 
it's an outrageous price for an unpedi- 
grocd cow." 

6i I can make a sou sand dollars in 
sree summers and still luif the cow," an- 
swered Johnny, calmly, though the offer 
had really startled him. 

t! If she don't die," interposed the 
great financier. "Look here, old man! 
T can't stand here all day haggling with 
you over a few hundreds. I'll make 
it a thousand and a half, and not a 
cent in ore. " 

Johnny was silent. Tic was tempied. 
The cow might die. She would surely 
grow old — at least, ho supposed that she 
would. Moreover, since that glimpse of 
his across the border line of what men 
call the natural world, the ownership of 
the cow had weighed upon him, as has 
been told. On the other hand, could 
ho sell her without breaking faith with 
his dead friend, Hugo Ballsehmefder ? 
Co old lie sell her without breaking faith 
with those little— But no; that he 
won id not consider, 

" You can haf her/' he answered, 
finally. 

The banker, with a gleam of satisfac- 
tion, hauled his check-book from his 
pocket. "I have a man out in the ear 
who will take the cow to the Station 
for shipment." 
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Johnny stepped inside the house, with 
the check in his hand, 

rt Muzzer," said lie, huskily, " I have 
soldt- Gretchen for fifteen htmnerd dol- 
lars. The man iss here to take her away. 
I would net see her go. So you muss- 
not sink strange if I walk dawn the 
road a little piece," 

After directing Hans to drive the cow 
up to the house, he struck out m a direc- 
tion opposite the station. Never had he 
concluded a bargain with less satisfaction 
to himself. Try as he would, he could 
not shake out of his mind those babes 
in the glade and those babes at the lake- 
side fete. Both were equally real to hi in, 
Both seemed to be crying out that he had 
betrayed them for a few pieces of silver. 

Suddenly he whirled about as if struck 
by a bullet., A faint twittering, not 
unlike that of a flock of soaring gold- 
finches, had reached his ears, But he 
knew well that it was not the twitter of 
goldfinches; he knew well that no such 
sounds had ever issued from the throat 
of a bird. Straining upward, he could 
see nothing; but after a little he sensed 
again, rather than heard, a faint, tin- 
kling, surpassingly sweet strain, proceed- 
ing apparently from something moving 
swiftly through space. Did he see, or 
only imagine, a rosy nebula from which 
twinkled pink palm? and chubby feet ? 

Be that as it may. he started for the 
station on a rim. He might, by whis- 
pering something in the great man's 
ear, get his cow back yet* But as he 
again neared his farm, which lay in hi a 
way to the station, he noted with sur- 
prise that the big red ear still stood at 
the gate. 

" "Fazzer " called Teckla, at sight of her 
husband, " the cow t is to be found not," 

" Then I give the check back/* an- 
swered Johnny, with sudden calm. " The 
cow will ncfer be found." 



The magnate, flushed and hot, eyed 
htm sharply. 

+i Why won't she. he found? Is it. such 
an unusual, thing for a eow to break 
fence? I don't want the cheek back. 
Gretehcn it mine, now, not yours, and I'll 
find her if I have to rake this county 
with a fine-tooth comb." 

He was ay good as bis word. He hired 
detectives; he offered -i thouMmd-flnliav 
reward. But he found not Gretchen. 
What he did .find, in one morning's mail, 
was his check to Johnny Wagner, un- 
cashed. He observed to his handsome 
stenographer that the black - armed 
.Dutchman — for he, too, had caught the 
phrase— would probably sooner have re- 
turned a leg. 

lint such was not the ease. Johnny 
was perfectly satisfied. His was not a 
scientific mind. Explain Gretehcn he 
could not, and that ended speculation 
with him. Whither she had gone was a 
mystery, just as was whence she had come. 
Bi.it wherever the place of her sojourn, 
he felt sure she was still serving the 
babes of grateful mothers— that his fool- 
ish attempt to sell her could in no wise 
deprive her of that privilege. 

" lYIuzzer/' said he, on one of those 
balmy nights which October sometimes 
filches from Tune, when ;i single hoary 
katydid may yet feebly strike his taboret 
at long and measured intervals — " m\iz- 
zer, did you efer hear a song or a story 
or somes ing about a woman was turned 
into a cow?" 
" Yes- It iss a fairy-tale." 
"I sought so. Of course it could not 
be true — do you suppose?" 

Teckla rested her needles and glanced 
into heT old lover*? face, u I suppose 
not. Still, as my grandfazzer used to 
say. more sings are true as people some- 
times belief, and maybe we haf to go to 
heaven before we find oudt all," 



